Author: Aseer 

Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Dizzy Reed, Slash 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue May lb 2006 9:17 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
So | wrote this a million years ago for a Secret Slasher challenge sometime back in September 2003. | have no 


idea why | never put it up here, so here it is. 


"So this would be a really bad idea." 


Duff didn't need to look up from the music he was writing to know what Slash was talking about. He sure as 
fuck wasn't talking about the new bridge they had been working on. Nope, it was just Slash picking up the 
threads of a conversation that they had been having for decades. The "why aren't we fucking/having 
sex/together" conversation. The name of the conversation had changed over the years as they had grown up, 
but the gist was the same. 


It wouldn't be a smart thing to do," he replied and continued to make notations on the paper though he 
doubted they actually had anything to do with the song. These days it was harder and harder to make himself 
say no to Slash, but the memories of having one friendship fucked up beyond all hope of redemption was a 
good enough reason to say it. He still missed Axl and still hated his guts with equal passion 


With his peripheral vision, he could see Slash stand up and start to pace back and forth next to the table they 
had been sitting. Back and forth. Over and over. Until finally, he stopped. Duff still didn't look up. 


"Fuck! Why can't we?" 


Duff put down his pencil, stood up, and dredged up the tried and true reasons why it would work. He was so 
tired of giving this speech to Slash that he felt like having a card printed up with all the reasons listed so he 


could just hand it to him instead of repeating it over and over again. 

He looked at Slash standing there waiting for him to begin his recitation Funny, how he could read his face like 
a book. Part look of defiance and part look of defeat. All these years of asking and know what the answer would 
be, knowing that the ghost of Axl and Duff's relationship stood between them. 

As he started to speak, a horrible thought popped into his head. What if this was the last time Slash asked? 


What if this was the time that convinced him to finally give up on him? The horror of that idea stopped him 
cold. Duff felt lightheaded and sick He sat on edge of the table to steady himself and put his head in his hands. 


"Hey. You alright there?" Slash asked. Duff could hear him moving toward him and in moment, he could see 


Slash's beat-up boots. A second later, he could feel Slash's arm around his back. "You want some water?" 

He shook his head and lifted it up to stare at Slash. 

"What? Man, you're freaking me out." 

This is it. Now or never. 

Duff turned toward him, grabbed his shirt, and pulled Slash to him. He would have laughed at Slash's 
expression if he wasn't sure that if he said anything he would throw up. So instead he kissed him quick and 
hard. He liked the stupid expression on Slash's face so much, he did it again. Then he answered the question he 
knew Slash would be asking. 


"Fuck Axl. He's gotten enough." 


And then Slash was kissing him, and it was more than enough. 


